THE CAMARET BAY LETTER
that they imparted a portion of their conversations to King
William.
Certainly William's attitude after the fiasco and tragedy of
Brest was, as will be seen, compatible with this view.   After
all, events still lay within the control of the English executive.
They knew that their plan was known.    They knew it before
Floyd had visited Russell.   If one port was prepared, others
might be neglected.   Alarm and even advertisement were
definite elements in all this coastal threat.    Alternately their
very candour if reported in France might disarm French
suspicion at this particular point.   At any moment William
could stop the fleet sailing or send it to a different destination.1
These men were not simpletons.    On the contrary, they were
statesmen who with small resources, in the teeth of unusual
difficulties, solved some of the most perplexing problems of
peace and war, and carried their country successfully through
a period of enormous peril.   The final decision to send the
fleet was clearly taken with full knowledge that the French
had heard that it was going to Brest, and might be ready
for it there.
The eighth of the Nairne Papers is the foundation for the
charge against Marlborough. It purports to be the translation
into French of a letter from Major-General Sackville forward-
ing a letter from Marlborough to King James. We print it in
facsimile.2 The English retranslation is as follows:
1  The following imaginary conversation is probably more true to life and reality
than the monstrous assumptions which historians have adopted :
GODOLPHIN.  Floyd has been to see us again, sire.
KING WILLIAM.  Did you get anything out of him ?
GODOLPHIN. They know all about our Brest plan. He told the whole story to
the Admiral.
KING WILLIAM. I don't mind that so much if it draws troops from Flanders.
But how did you deal with him ?
GODOLPHIN. We left him where he was. In fret, I served him back exactly what
he had told Russell.
KING WILLIAM. It may deceive them : but we shall have to be careful, when the
time comes, to go somewhere else if we find them ready at Brest. There is no need to
make up our minds yet. The fleet is still fitting out. The dockyards are full of spies,
but it rests with us where it shall go. By the way, my lord, how does exile suit
the charming Queen ?
GODOLPHTN (bowing). Sire, I am sending her some sweetmeats,
2  Facing p. 436.
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